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BROKEN CINDY 


EILEEN MYLES 


I’ve been roughed up 

I’ve been messed up 

I’ve been fucked up 

sure I know what it means. 
I’ve been ganged up 


on, I’ve been wasted 

waylaid, wanton, willing 

I’ve been exchanged 

I’ve been worshipped 

I’ve been taped & I’ve been rimmed 
transported, filled, feted, 

I’ve been sullied, worried, 


bartered, baby I’ve been killed 


I’ve been hunted, I’ve been lost, 

I’ve been located, rearranged 

and abandoned again. I’ve been stretched 

and I’ve been sealed. I’ve been dicked 

and I’ve been picked. I been 

kicked. P’ve been peeled. And I’ve been tossed. 
And I been sold. You made a great mistake, 
someone made a really big one, didn’t treat 
me good. Got gouged and I got torn, I got shat- 
tered and stabbed, I got wasted, unpro 

tected, I feel uninsured, I feel forlorn. 

I feel abandoned, I feel left on the side 

of the road, I feel puzzled, I feel blown 

and blown off, I feel unconsidered, I feel 


improperly took, shipped, I feel like one big bad 
power example, I feel like a real caveat, yeah a big lump 
of gleaming caviar, I feel like a party 

boy gone wrong, a lost child, I feel like 

a taped son of a bitch, a raped wretch, 

a dreamy little satchel, a slashed bitch, 

a slit, a starry eyed dreamer, a satin doll creamer, 
a wrecked piece of sunshine, a dollop of 

night, a long glass of it, a mis-delivered 

package, wrong address, a wrinkly piece 

a tape, a European mistake, a glass half 

empty, a corporate epiphany, a watermelon 
fanny packing crate, dipsomaniacal 

delivery boy, your raped kid, cat got 

your tongue, a snitch, I feel abused. 


I feel impossibly resurrected, I feel kin 

etically impacted, I feel shelved and 

thrown out, no fuck no I feel confused. I feel enshrined 
in my confusion and derived from persecution 

I feel bled of my power, I feel reimagined in a 

shower of how all things should be done, I feel raked 
over the coals, I feel done up real nice, I feel coifed 


and spiced and properly lit, I am the captain CAROLYN SUPINKA 
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of the bloated ship, don’t give a shit, I am sitting 
in my light, you kept me (wrongly) waiting all night, 

I feel bolted in position, I feel renewed by 

your perception, Iam dangling by my toes, G3 


I am imperious in hose, don’t be fooled —eewF 
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by my turned up nose, shine on my a» 


shoulder, the over the shoulder boulder NW 
holder, it ain’t there. So don’t be won none \\ 
. 


by my lachrymose pose, don’t be kidded 
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don’t mean you're getting the Spanish armada 
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my friend, don’t mean you’re the toast of 

the town, butter dripping over your edges, 

don’t mean you're getting the shiny suit, best 
dress and those pointy shoes. You are barefoot you 
baby loser, men out in the hall are laughing at you 
you had your day when you were expected 

to be the breakthrough piece of shit, the new deal 
and you were going to step over the bodies 
humping and pushing outside the door, and be a 
stripe of gleaming victory, Mr. Tit, and no it didn’t 
go there at all. You fell out of the carriage on the 
way to the park, the joggers are stepping around you, in your 
loin-cloth, obscurantist hussy, they thought well I’m 

getting me the deposit on that. Stranger turned you in, 

little muck on your rim, from whoever’s skanky lips, they 
just trotted you over to the Key Food on E. 4th street and 
avenue A side of the wall (blue) someone jamming your legs 
and bare feet into that hole & got themselves a quarter. 


Oh wait oh srsly it’s 1982 & Paul Thek’s working at the register 
Paul St. Paul says he fucked you once it’s kinda true. Wait 

a second he says standing on the curb outside having 

a smoke. I think I know her. That’s Cindy Sherman. Cindy, 
Cindy is that you. He stubs his cigarette out with his 

torn sneakered foot and pulls her out of the bin. He throws 
you over his shoulder, Merchant of shame lay low he sang 
as he returned to his squalid dump on E. 3rd with 

you ina sack. He put the torn angel boy Cindy on the lid 
of his tub in the kitchen. Leaned her there for a week. 

Glass still jabbing into her knees and cut off jeans. You 
know that’s cool Paul thought his feet up on a chair eating 
chili he got from work, wiping ash offa his jeans 

while he sat. I mean I could... put nail polish on the 
shards golden shards sticking into Cindy’s thighs. God the 
light’s nice on the side of her head. Girl’s a fucking 

genius. Did I fuck you once. Buff State maybe. Yeah 

I think I did. Can you...he picks up the heavy plastic phone 
hey can you. I just happen to have a damaged Cindy Sherman 
right here I won’t sell an old friend, I have (as you know) 
lost plenty, but this is special like nobody’s work, this 

is abandoned shit, nobody becoming nobody, and whatever 
that is it shouldn’t get crushed. I mean it’s burial time 

man (puff) pieces of wood I mean we could make her a tiny 
pyramid, that’d be cool, right this is like stuff you hear 
about, can we make like a bonfire. Cindy’s such a boy 

god I love this stuff. We could just like take her 

to the beach, we could totally invite real Cindy right, get 

a bunch of oysters, yeah and some champagne or right right 


just return her to the insurance company. You think that’s 
what we could do. But a pyramid man. It’s really dark 
inside a pyramid. It just means fire. That’s the mystical 
part. Insurance company you think. Ok well I gotta go. 
We'll figure it out. 1am pretty busy, scratching 

the cat’s neck. Thanks dude. Paul flicks his cigarette out 


into the night. 


MAKOTO CHI 


ROADKILL HORSE WITH 
RAINBOW 


CALEB BEISSERT 


When the textbook tells you 

the entrails of a thoroughbred stallion 
could wrap Earth seven times 

you don’t expect to see that 

across eight lanes of a highway. 

The concrete meadow of carnage 

makes you rethink the naive work 

of the classroom. The blossoming 

shock as clouds open and rays of sunlight 
move across the mixed media of road and what is 
no longer horse—horse with its parts 

in all the wrong places. This is real 
anatomy spread before you. 
Unavoidable. You speed 

right through it 

going 75. 


THE MAN STEPS INTO THE 
WEIGHTLESS RAIN 
REID BATEH 


It cools his face like sweat on flushed skin. Too cold 
in this weather. He hears the bug-eyed Russian guy 
from the train, “I’m sick. I’m sick.” Hears him as 
a grandmother. Then he recalls the gold stilettos. 
“Almost,” he thinks. He has seen a horse’s gallop 
in a progression of still frames. As a boy. On TV. 
Pinching his lip while he wondered in awe. And he 
has seen a horse’s body dissected in a procession of 
glass cases. As a man. In a theater. Shaking his head 
while his eyes wandered between ribs. A pigeon coos 
down at him. Purple sheen on wet neck-feathers. 
Red bracelet on its leg. Its shit drips off the ledge 
and lands behind the man’s heels. His hand reaches 
back and stops. He remembers that he’s lost his um- 
brella and that he hasn’t had a smoke in months. He 
wonders where all the things he’s forgotten end up. 
Maybe they tumble through space forever, like light. 
Or the meteors he’s trying to catch by their tails. He 
checks his watch. 9:02 p.m. Good. He’s heard to- 
night was perfect for watching the last few fall. 


EA 


Tim Fite is an artist and musician based in New York City. Whether through lyricism, 
interactive installations, or intricate illustrations, his work uses humor to tackle some of the 
most pressing social and political issues of our time. He is the author of A Bucket of Questions 
(Simon & Schuster, 2023), a question-and-answer picture book, and he has performed as part 
of the group Little-T and One Track Mike, as well as under the name Tim Fite. He provided us 
with the center spread of this issue of Fine Print and talked with us about his creative 
inspirations, the benefits of collaboration, and how art can bridge the gap between thought 
and discussion. 


As a multidisciplinary artist, how do you decide if an idea works best as a song, visual art, or 
a combination of mediums? 


I will admit that most of my actions are the stuff of compulsion. But, if Iam in a position 
to choose how an idea gets expressed, I will usually make that choice in the shower. If I start 
singing an idea, it should probably be a song. If I start drawing it with soap on my tummy, it 
should be a drawing. If I start crying, it should be both a song and a drawing. 


Your work often addresses social or political issues, from consumerism to police violence. How do 
you think art can best contribute to these discussions? 


I think Art is the middle child between Thought and Discussion. Though it is al- 
ways present, Art is often ignored because Thought and Discussion are such needy, 
cantankerous assholes. So, Art gets to be its own force in the social/political house- 
hold— it can say what needs to be said, because no one appears to be listening—and if/ 
when it is heard, there is room for interpretation. The room for interpretation is the 
best room in the house. Thought and Discussion rarely go in there, because they are 
too busy stealing the family car and getting arrested for driving without artistic license. 


While your work often invites discussion surrounding important issues, humor often plays a 
large role in your work. Do you think humor is a necessary element in making and consuming 
art? 


Humor is a necessary element to pretty much everything, especially things that hurt as much 
as being human. That is why, creatively, I never exclude any feeling. I invite a// feelings into 
songs and drawings. If all feelings are welcome, laughter must be welcome as well—and in 
this way, pain has a jolly companion. 


Your exhibitions The Phoney: Technology Surrogate and iBEENHACKED— the latter of 
which has a musical companion piece—comment on technology and our relationship to it. 
What was your inspiration behind these bodies of work? 


I was thinking a lot about hacking and how this could extend beyond ones and zeros to 
our bodies and minds. I was wondering if there is a symbiosis between digital and corporeal 
manipulation, and if that symbiosis was transcendent or transgressive. I can safely say that 
it is both, and that I have definitely been hacked on more than one occasion. Smiley, winky, 
angry, sad face. Has anyone seen my phone? 


You recently published your first book. How did you conceive of this project? What has the 
publication experience been like? 


I wrote A Bucket of Questions to encourage people to never stop asking questions. Most 
people stop asking questions because they either think they have found a satisfactory answer, 
or they are scared to get an answer they don’t want. I thought a funny way to subvert these 
reasons for not asking questions would be to produce a bunch of multiple-choice questions 
that take the sting out of the whole shebang by only being “almost answered.” My publish- 
ing experience has been real nice. It seems that people in the picture book business are very 
kind and thoughtful, and I was lucky enough to make Bucket with some of the kindest and 
most thoughtful of those people. I will say that, due to the collaborative nature of publish- 
ing, the cranky loner in me had to get over himself a few times and learn to go with the flow. 
I also had to learn how to read. Both these things were really good things to learn! 


Your installation, Something Must Be Wrong Somewhere, transformed the bathroom of 
Elsewhere Museum (Greensboro, North Carolina) into an interactive art piece inspired by a 
letter written in summer camp by a teenager in 1961. Can you talk about this project? 


This was made during a residency at Elsewhere Museum. The museum is an old thrift store 
that was turned into a closed-system evolving museum by George Scheer—the grandson of 


YRED ARTIST 


the thrift store owner. Artists stay at Elsewhere for a residency and can use anything in the 
building to make their art, but everything that was originally in the store must stay behind 
for future artists to adapt. The letter I found tucked in an old book was actually written by 
George’s mom. It made me think about the awayness of camp—so it only made sense to turn 
the museum restroom into the camp described in the letter. When visitors to the museum 
go to the “camp” I drew, they have the opportunity to look at the 360° mural and write their 
own letters. But like Elsewhere, my camp is a closed loop where letters fall through the out- 
box, into the inbox, and never make it home to mommy. 


Who or what were some or your earliest sources of inspiration, and how have these impacted 
the way you create? 


Dubuffet and Romare Beardon were two very early art influences. I liked Dubuffet because 
he made things messed up and I liked messed up things. I liked Beardon because he made me 
feel a collage of emotions—held fast by the glue of compassion. I think both these influences 
have stayed with me in the way I approach art making. Dubuffet keeps me free: I can say 
“fuck it” ifa hand only has three fingers, because the whereabouts of the other two are some- 
body else’s concern. Beardon whispers to my scissors sometimes: “the shape of your heart is 


determined by the edge of your paper.” 


A lot of your work, whether visual or auditory, requires some level of audience participation. 
What draws you to directly involving your audience in these pieces? 


So much of our existence is tailored toward a cycle of docile consumption: in one hole and 
(if we are lucky) out the other. Audience participation acknowledges the performative value 
of that model, while at the same time recognizing the audience for their individual and col- 
lective value as human beings—contributors one and all! It is this “one and all” feeling that I 
find most compelling about audience participation. I enjoy facilitating/engineering the con- 
ditions by which we reach the “one and all.” I enjoy being part of a moment where collective 
singing, drawing, dancing, and/or cursing can transform consumption into commotion. 


In a time when art is more accessible (online) than ever before, what do you think the benefits 
or drawbacks of that accessibility are? Does viewing art virtually have a different impact than 
viewing it in a physical space or, in the case of movements like mail art, touching the work? 


I think it is possible to be moved by artwork no matter the context, because ultimately the 
golden end of the road for art is inside our brains and hearts. Snail art has the advantage of 
being slow and steady, honoring and adapting traditions, and engaging the viewer with no 
cookies to chaperone. E-Art has the advantage of speed and search-engines, breaking tradi- 
tions, and engaging viewers in a gamified/pornified cornucopia of stimuli! That being said, 
my age makes it easier for me to dig into the real-world stuff. The “no touching” rule at 
museums/galleries was made specifically for me. The post office will no longer let you send 
an unboxed toilet in the mail, because of me and Sexy Leroy. My tomb will be filled with art 


for the afterlife. 


You've collaborated with a lot of people over the years, stretching as far back as your work with 
Michael Flannery (1999-2003). What do you think collaboration brings to the table that might 
otherwise be lacking? Do you feel like your approach to creating a body of work is different 
when working alongside someone else? 


For me, collaboration adds a much needed aspect of productivity/creativity to many of my 
friendships. It really is rooted in friendship. Spending time making things with friends is one 
of my favorite ways to spend time. When I am alone making things, I often end up being 
unreasonable. Having a collaborator brings the reason (that I lack) to the table. It lets the 
see-saw go up and down instead of around and around. So, my approach to creating a body 
of work definitely changes when working alongside someone else. I think it makes it harder 
for me to just smash forward without thinking. It forces me to care about the way forward, 
because I care about the people I work with. This question made me think back and see that 
I really do have along history of collaborations. It is kind of beautiful to think that when you 
make something with a collaborator, those things are inherently multiplicitous—imbued 
with a variety of spirits. It makes me happy to think that the things we have made through 
togetherness will never know what it is to be the bad kind of alone. 


Is there anything you are currently working on that you'd like to share with our readers? 


I am in a new experimental music duo called Knife Work. Knife Work consists of me singin’ 
and bleepin’ and bloopin’, with longtime friend Clangor/J-Ride/Justin Riddle bangin’ and 
clangin’. We hope to release our first group of songs real soon. This group of songs proves 
that you don’t have to be in the same room to smell the same blood. 


See more work by Tim Fite at timfite.com 
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keep writing. 
never give up. 
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CARMEN E. BRADY 


Sam, we will never drive drunk together through the apocalypse, 


our reveries of wastelands were just that— 


unable to understand how the end looks just like everything else slowly, 


until you’re used to it, 
until it’s normal again. 


Now when I drive into my desert, I want to be sober— 


to take in the greens and browns and the crying 
of coyotes, the screaming of the quail, 

the warm evening air blowing my sweat 

cool at the edge of the defunct pit mines, 
staring at copper veins and jutting strata, 
tracing family fault lines though collapse. 


ECDYSIS 


CAR LARA 
purged of you, 
bergamot — 
all of it. 
8 months of it, 
only to quelch 
the flea 
in one night 
crouching 
on obtuse legs 
like a cicada 
I clean the drain 
of your hair, 
your teeth, 
a baptism. 
they are flags. 
marking the one 
Ive surrendered. 


my fingers run down, 


MY GRANDFATHER WORKED 
FOR THE PHELPS DODGE 
OMELTER 


the schism of the back 
from which 
we were expelled. 
tracing segments; 
calyxed thorax, 
smothered spiracles, 
husked hind wing, 
fissures of 
the 
phantom proboscis. 
splayed— 
facing 
anywhere 
but 
each other. 
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TRUMAN CAPOTE’'S 


GHOST VISITS ME AT 
THE STRIP CLUB 
SASCHA COHEN 


1959: Truman lands in Kansas 
an elfin blonde pansy 

who has to win over 

the whole town of Holcomb, 
narrow scarf thrown 


over impish shoulder 


Do the locals picture him 
bucking and trembling 
beneath another man? 
Do they study his lips 

as he wraps them around 


the day’s tenth cigarette? 


But Truman, that fairy, makes fast friends, 
makes fans of the farmers, 

even charms one of the killers 

makes everyone forget 

he’s there to extract 


if not the truth, then the story 


2005: Gold light bounces 

off my Prosecco glass 
Backstage Truman’s ghost, 

the silhouette of a gloved wrist 
makes a toast, 


says, we belong to nobody 
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o ustin Lacour isa poet, “cradle Catholic,” and all-around good dad who lives in New 
Orleans and edits Trampoline: A Journal of Poetry. He is the author of five chapbooks, 
including Hulk Church (Belle Point Press, 2023), Counting the Seconds "Til Dinner (Lucky 
Bean, 2023), and Little motors: some love letters (Bottlecap Press, 2024). He provided three 
new poems for this issue of Fine Print and talked with us about his use of humor in poetry, 
how to avoid pretentiousness, and what it’s like to explore rekindled faith through art. 


In Counting the Seconds ’Til Dinner, what inspired your choice to name poems by precise 
times? How do you envision or understand the movement of time? How is time entwined with 


faith and place? 


Honestly, I was having trouble writing, so I tried to write poems that just described a 
minute’s worth of time. That seemed like an achievable goal. I don’t have any great insights 
into time except, as a matter of faith, I need to love the present and not be depressed by the 
past or anxious about the future. Whatever I’m experiencing right now has a place in the 
Divine Comedy, though it may not make sense to me until much later. That touches on 
place, too: there is something good about where I am right now. That’s what I was trying to 
do: write little poems awake to whatever was in front of me. 


What is your religious background, and how did it inspire this collection? 


I am a cradle Catholic. I had an intense spiritual experience after Hurricane Ida, where God 
seemed to reach into my life and shake things up. It took about a year for the dust to settle, 
and I started writing the poems for Hulk Church to capture the darkness but also the light 
on the other side. 


Can you talk more about how “memory can be a type of forgiveness” in “meditation (cut the 
J Do y) 18 
mutllet!)”? 


There are people I remember even though it’s hard. I don’t want them to disappear. I like to 
think remembering can be an act of mercy. 


You slip in and out of lyricism and prose, and your prior chapbook is entirely sonnets. How do 
you approach form when it comes to poetry? Do you have a favorite form? 


For Hulk Church, I wanted to get the poems out as quickly as possible, so I erred on the side 
of prose. For Counting the Seconds "Til Dinner, I think I played more with white space on 
the page to emphasize time passing. I like the immediacy of prose poems. It feels like I’m just 
talking to another person with nothing standing between us. 


Would you consider your poetry “confessional”? How do you see its connection to other move- 
ments or traditions in poetry? 


It probably is, though I don’t like that label. I think people reduce “confessional” to a self- 
obsessed/self-centered poetic, and I hope to write poems more in the vein of George Herbert 
or Franz Wright, where the speaker is keenly aware of their failings, but keeps pointing to 
something greater. I’d like to write poems obsessed with hope and mercy. That being said, I 
love the confessional poets; I read a lot of Plath. 


Can you tell us more about your idea of “hulk church” and how it might differ from charis- 
matic churches, where screaming is also encouraged? Is Hulk Church itself your “scream in a 
church”? 


I don’t have much experience with charismatic churches (though I have a cousin who spoke 
in tongues at one). More than literally screaming, I was thinking of a church that holds you 
through your journey of imperfection, a church that takes you in when you’re broken. I’m 
thinking of “church” not as a building or hierarchy, but as a group of people: people who 
accept my failings, but love me too much to let me stay that way. 


In Counting the Seconds ’Til Dinner, you seem more interested in nature itself as a kind of 
“higher power” than in the strictly Catholic (monotheistic or trinitarian) God. How do you 
envision a relationship between the two? 


I didn’t realize I was doing that. It’s probably arrogant to quote myself, but I have a poem 
about Hurricane Ida where God is “not the hurricane that broke my kitchen but the whisper 
during the hurricane.” 


Counting Down the Seconds ’Til Dinner has more levity and humor than Hulk Church. 
How do you see the role of humor or sarcasm in poetry? 


For me, humor is necessary to keep the demons of pretentiousness and self-pity at bay. I 
don’t think this is very profound, but my feeling is comedy is just as valid and “real” as trag- 
edy. The best humor has poignancy because it is true. Also, this may sound strange, but I 
want to give something to anyone who has bothered to read or listen to what I write. I can’t 
think of anything better than humor. If people laugh, I know the poem is working. It means 
so much to me, particularly since I was told I wasn’t funny growing up. 


In “Thursday, 12:16pm,” you write: “I never managed to write well enough to make being 
alone worth it.” What is your writing process? How do you define what it means to be a writer? 
How does writing entail loneliness? 


I write pretty much every day during breaks at work and in parenting. I can’t imagine writing 
without children popping in; ’'d probably lose my mind at a writer’s retreat. I like William 
Burroughs’ idea: a writer is just like everybody else except they file a report. As much as I get 
hung up about the business of poetry, I don’t expect accolades and prestige. The best I can 
do is write letters to my children about what it means to be human. Writing is lonely because 
I do it by myself, and as soon as a poem is done, I want to share it with someone, and that’s 
not always possible. 


Are there any other projects, publications, or events you'd like to share with our readers? 


I signed a contract with Fernwood Press for my first full-length collection, 4 Season in Heck 
€5 Other Poems, which is supposed to come out in 2025. Also, I have a long poem I wrote 
for my wife, Little motors, that came out as a chapbook from Bottlecap Press. Otherwise, I’m 
trying to be funnier and avoid rejection. 


TO A DEAD TEACHER 


i don’t think i'd like to travel back to that place where you are still alive and i was secret- 
ly miserable riding to school with my friends listening to rockin’ country on KGTR THE 
GATOR where every hour i could win one thousand Gator Greenbacks and Kenny’s dad 
pointing to the jogger on the levee Look at the McGuffey’s on her so i looked and looked 
until there was sweat on my lips but you thought i was worth saving for an english degree 
back when i was drinking Night Train in Bayou Coquille smoking cigarettes in my backyard 
and digging a hole to bury the evidence you let me hide in your classroom during lunch fed 
me baloney sandwiches your wife packed look when i was young i was never beautiful or 
talented so middle age doesn’t hurt though sometimes i get to the end of a poem and i don’t 
know how to get out that’s not a real problem not like you dying with so much i wanted to 
say though where you are now you know it all it’s only me who still needs to speak and maybe 
tell you about the inflatable Jesus i saw on somebody’s lawn today an inflatable Jesus walking 
out of an inflatable tomb 


POEM FOR JMW 


It feels like a hundred and thirteen degrees yet my neighbor Kenny is still lifting weights in 
front of his house only now since school’s out he’s recruited a bunch of tweens including my 
eldest son for his boot camp so there’s eleven year olds doing one armed pushups in his drive- 
way and already i can hear you say this isn’t a poem i should call this flash fiction and make 
some money but wait a minute this morning driving by the canals i saw a line of ducklings 
following their mother into the water and i couldn’t stop but made a left on Bonnabel drove 
past the streets named for Roman emperors and kept driving to work what i’m trying to say 
is i miss my kids before they go and they are always going 


ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 


i’ve been to this museum 2x and 2x kicked out for putting my ball cap 

pack of menthols to incense you ancient 

the man chasing the woman forever 

scroll words i can’t write but want to write words 
a finger to make the beauty that is 


needed so the woman keeps writing and 


on the statues but i would smoke a whole 
and evolving today it’s no longer 

but the woman alone writing on a 

that create new endings i would give up 
not yet but needed nothing i write is 
maybe the man will sit at her feet to 
and is already so tired waiting 


listen look the woman will not stay young 
for the man to listen she nails her scroll 

to his tongue but when i look again you change the man will never be the same 
the woman her toga her complex braids will change i will change we'll all be older 


and running out of time 


See more work by Justin Lacour at instagram.com/justinbrandon_puppets 
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y 


dear shock: consider your whiplash a prism through which all new 
wisdom must filter. neither good nor evil, the eternal crisis is a brute 
fact whose unnatural shape has now entered your nervous system. 
if anyone can survive such swift metamorphosis, it’s you. forget 
playing the hero; you are the plot twist itself, destined to resolve 
conflicts by pure happenstance. 


bef 


dear denial: you are the comfort zone incarnate, the light that leads 
us like a bug back to the warmth of what we know. but what hap- 
pens when the power goes out, when winter arrives and finds you 
digging through its wet skin to plant doomed flowers? ironically, 
in that case, the comfort zone will wake up to an alien planet. the 
secret is: the earth will stay familiar only as long as you refuse to. 


II 


dear outburst: you might think of yourself as misunderstood, un- 
timely, an uproarious joke told “too soon” or “too late.” but in fact, 
while language is busy reverberating, you continue to transform. by 
the time your own joke makes it back to you, you will have found 
new layers, new facets, new folds. you will be understood, if not 
directly, then through this diaristic evidence that you existed loud 
enough to scare the world. 


os 


dear guilt: when love devolves into its basest aberrations or falls 
completely out of place, you emerge to remind us to clean up our 
mess and say sorry. at your best, your discipline clarifies blurry 
photos of the past into high-def forensics. but at your worst, you 
can become obsessive, near tyrannical, about where we all might 
have gone wrong. sometimes “sorry” fails to absolve. in those cases, 
shitty resolution, for all its flaws, is good enough. 


dear anger: when you smolder, when you learn, when you build 
strategic plans to change the world, when you muster the courage 
to speak up and out, when you correct a fallacy or falsehood, when 
you tell the story in an urgent whisper—this is when you find it, the 
flammable thread. resist the temptation to burn too hot too fast, or 
else you might not have enough fuel for the work that comes next. 


Mp 


dear panic: just when you thought the car couldn’t go any faster, 
it does. and there goes your to-do list, out the window. and there 
go all your plans for the future, through the moonroof. but while 
it’s open, a gust of wind comes in, the smell of wildflowers, the 
screech of twilit hawks. as you pick up the scribbled pieces of your 
aspirations from the side of the highway, remember what flows 
effortlessly when no one’s schedule is there to stop it. 
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dear barterer: deploying your skill in diplomacy is a power move— 
and yet, to offer your whole self in exchange for anything else reeks 
of desperation, and therein lies the paradox of bargaining as if you'd 
rather be a thief. instead of giving up everything just to maintain 
the past, think of the present as an essential unifier: so many others 
who have suffered the same losses offer solace, at no cost at all. 


Mm 


dear isolation: as much as you hate to hear it, even your mira- 
cle water runs out eventually, when sleep turns to coin toss and 
the traintrack ends in wishing wells. at heart, you are a healer, a 
superior listener, a secret keeper, a sin-eater. but when the sin is 
finished, when the wound is healed, when the tea finally spills in 
its entirety, when you are no longer needed to contain the world’s 
miseries, who will you turn into then? 


1 


dear re-entry: there’s a time and place for reclusive rancor, and then 
there’s you, the unparalleled adventurer, propelling your body back 
into the crowd’s chaos. most stories of return end in familiar trag- 
edy, with all the street names changed and no old friends to greet 
or guide the way. it might sound tedious to keep in touch with the 
same ghosts every day, and in the end, even ghosts move on. but 
that’s exactly why you can’t delay: wait long enough, and there is 
no return to make. 


Yo 


dear depression: nowadays, you're famous for all the wrong rea- 
sons. people call your honesty a bias, play innocent about your 
deadliest convictions, and then paint the void pretty colors so they 
can say you have nothing to complain about. but that’s just it: noth- 
ing is precisely what to complain about, especially when the whole 
world falls prey to wishful thinking. if you have a warning, take the 
soapbox with you. if you have a bias, let it battle with the best. 


ARA 

PAA 

dear hope: the economy of scarcity is over, and yet, you're still 
scarcely content. from any stillness you experience, flight is inev- 
itable. after all, feathers are kind of your thing. but the next time 
you're tempted to flag down the getaway early, ask yourself how 
you leave so easily. everyone loves when you’re around, though 
sometimes they say goodbye instead, because you have your jacket 
on already, adjusting collars, waving, getting smaller, disappearing 
before there’s time enough to spend. 


a 


dear acceptance: you fritter away your whole life waiting—lines 
memorized, mere steps offstage—for the moment the audience is 
ready to cry. by now, the monologue doesn’t ruin you anymore, 
but as a performer, you must stay mindful of its poignance. yes, by 
now, you know what comes next: a death, a betrayal, an ill-fated dis- 
guise. for you, it has already happened, but each night, you still wait 
patiently to remember, back in the nosebleeds, how it first felt. 
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